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The Nazi. Dead, the Fascist dog. And how she fought for
her honor! I am proud of her.'
cWhat happened here, Channel?' Wilson asked. eWe have
been into the house.'
c You had better let Olga tell you. Come with me, Sebastian,
we will go and tidy things up a little.5
'I am at your service,' Sebastian said. It was good to be
friends again. The apology was forgotten.
'Laertes will make you tea? Wilson, you know where to
find drinks. Please forgive the appearance of my house. I
was packing/ Channel said.
'Then there is no hurry for Frazer. Egypt is safe.1 Olga sat
down on a box.
'Egypt, Olga?' That was what Bentinck had said. Dyna-
mite ... Egypt... the bastard!
Wilson looked round the dismantled room. A short time
ago he had been a guest here. Olga had just finished telling
him of von Brandt's plan. She had told him about Marais,
and Congo. She had told him at some length and without
reservations. All the time she had talked, she had smoked
one cigarette after another. There was an ash tray full of the
stubs beside her. He had told about the trip and Bentinck's
death.
This was going to be a different kind of war. He must get
back to England: they would need everyone. This was the
end of everything. Mokala was indeed a microcosm of the
greater world. Already so many dead... von Brandt, Retief,
Bentinck, Marais, and the professor: so many changes. And
this was just the beginning.
Olga was staring at him. She had changed. He could not
say how, but she looked different. All this had happened to-
day and she was calm, almost cold. No doubt the reaction
would come in a day or two. Just now she was numb, bruised
by the suddenness of it all.